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and a pen in his hand. This, I learned of Mr. Thomson,
was the ship's steward, who sat there to distribute
provision to the several messes, and to mark what each
received. He therefore presented my name to him,
and desired I might be entered in his mess: then taking
a light in his hand, conducted me to the place of his
residence, which was a square of about six feet, sur-
rounded with the medicine-chest, that of the first mate,
his own, and a board by way of table fastened to the
after-powder-room; it was also enclosed with canvas
nailed round to the beams of the ship, to screen us
from the cold, as well as from the view of the midship-
men and quarter-masters, who lodged within the cable-
tiers on each side of us. In this gloomy mansion he
entertained me with some cold salt pork, which he
brought from a sort of locker, fixed above the table;
and, calling for the boy of the mess, sent for a can of
beer, of which he made excellent flip to crown the
banquet. By this time I began to recover my spirits,
which had been exceedingly depressed with the appear-
ance of everything about me, and could no longer refrain
from asking the particulars of Mr. Thomson's fortune
since I had seen him in London.
While he was discoursing to me, we heard a voice
on the cockpit-ladder pronounce with great vehemence,
in a strange dialect, " The devil and his dam blow
me from the top of Mounchdenny, if I go to him
before there is something in my pelly; let his nose be
as yellow as saffron, or as plue as a pell, look you, or
as green as a leek, 'tis all one." To this declaration
somebody answered: " So it seems my poor messmate

